once that he perished at Cherchell. You talked of a sword in his
throat, I think."

"ff he is brought back you shall see the threat fulfilled."

"Then I shall also see that an assassination will smell no sweetei in
the Imperial nostrils than a hanging."

"Assassination?" Filippino looked his contempt. "A personal
encounter is not assassination. If I kill nirn honourably, who shall
blame me?"

"Perhaps.   But if he kills you ?"

"He will still have to meet you, Gianettino, and after you there will
be a dozen others to send him their cartels until one prevails."

Gianettino shrugged his massive shoulders. "Heroics!" he
growled.

"But there's no need for them, anyway,** said Filippino. "Since
we can't hang him, thanks to the way his credit with the Ernperor has
been built up, there's only one thing to dp. Let him rot in his chains*"

"But for how long ?   Eventually deliverance may come to him."

"You're overlooking something. He remains as a hostage for
this Yakoub-ben-Isar's return. What if Yakoub should not return ?
It is very simple." He grinned. "I'll send Messer Yakoub to the
galleys and leave Messer Prospero to bear the consequences of that.
I do not think that we shall hear of him again."

Gianettino pulled at his lip. "We shall have to reckon with the
Lord Andrea," he said. "He'll never agree to that."

"The Lord Andrea is not in the reckoning," said Filippino. "We'll
serve him best by silence. So forget this letter, as I shall."

XX.   THE HOMECOMING
THROUGHOUT THE MONTHS of that winter Andrea Doria laboured un-
remittingly on the equipment of a fleet that should take the seas against
the insolent Moslem rovers as soon as the buds were breaking in the
Fassuolo gardens. The first stirrings of Spring-time when at last they
came made him impatient to depart. A further spur was supplied
by the Emperor, who wrote in almost irascible terms demanding
swiftest and sternest measures against the Corsairs, from which
Andrea Doria may well have feared that Charles V was beginning to
appraise last year's expedition at its true value. That the audacity of
the Corsairs had nowise been diminished was seen in Dragut's fierce
raids along the southern seaboard, from Reggio to Naples, and par-
ticularly in Kheyr-ed-Din*s descent upon Fondi and his notorious
attempt to carry off the lovely Giulia Gonzaga so that she might
become an ornament to the hareem of Suleyman.
You know the story of that noble lady's near escape, her headlong
flight by night on horseback, clad only in her night-rail, with a single
attendant whom she afterwards put to death, supposedly because he
had been made overbold by the sight of so much beauty scarcely
veiled.
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